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Summary: 


Even after all of the things they've experienced, Steve doesn't want to 
believe that their new house could be haunted. Nancy and Jonathan 
are determined to convince him that it is and set cameras up around 
the house to get proof. 


Steven Doesn't See a Ghost 


Author's Note: 
e For Hyoushin, theinstinct. 


Yes the title is a "The Haunting of Hill House" 
reference. No, this fic has nothing to that show/book. 
I've just watched the show too many times and 
couldn't help myself. 


This is the start of what will hopefully be a series of 
stories inspired by Paranormal Activity and enabled 
by a few fellow horror lovers on one of my Discord 
servers. 


Not beta'd. Feel free to let me know if I missed any 
typos. Hope you enjoy! 


The cameras were easy enough to install once Jonathan showed her 
how. They were small — much smaller than what she'd grown up 
using herself — and cheap enough they could afford as many as they 
needed in order to set them up around the house. Nancy told herself 
it was the camera itself, pointed in her direction as she placed it on 
the shelf, that had the hairs on the back of her neck standing up. She 
wasn't used to being in front of one unless Jonathan was behind it. 


The step ladder she'd been using to reach the top shelf of the 
bookcase jerked underneath her just before she heard Steve's voice 
behind her asking, "What are you doing?" 


Stomach dropping as though she'd already fallen, Nancy scrambled 
for the bookcase, gripping the edge tight. The ladder stopped moving 
as Steve reached her. One of the paint cans sitting beside the stool 
made a clattering sound — she hoped distantly that it was one they'd 
emptied or remembered to close back up all the way. 


"Woah, sorry," Steve said, and when she looked, he was standing 
beside her, arms held out to catch her if she'd fallen. "Didn't mean to 
startle you." 


His eyes were wide, giving him a startled look that gradually 
smoothed out when it was clear she was solidly back on her feet. She 
took a deep breath and smiled at him. Righting herself, she risked a 
quick glance to make sure that the camera was still in place. "You 
didn't." 


Steve laughed quietly, shaking his head and resting his hand on the 
back of her thigh. "Yeah, the stool almost fell over on its own." 


That was exactly what it had done, but it wasn't worth pointing that 
out to Steve. They had fought monsters together, more than once. 
He'd been inside a tunnel that led to another dimension. Knew a girl 
with actual, real-life superpowers. And yet somehow, ghosts were 
where he drew the line on what was possible. 


She supposed she understood; knowing the things that they did made 
it hard to sleep some nights. Better now, the longer they go without 
another Gate opening or conspiracy unraveling around them. If he let 
himself believe there were ghosts — that their home, the house 
they'd worked so hard to get was haunted? Well, it wasn't like she 
hadn't learned that Steve dealt with problems in his own way. Mostly 
by pretending they didn't exist at all. 


That was what the cameras were for. Once they could prove to Steve 
that they weren't seeing things — that he had the strangest blindspot 
to what was happening — he would finally start taking it seriously. 
At the very least, acknowledge that it was real. 


That was the hope, anyway. 


"Help me down?" she asked, holding out her hand as she turned to 
step off the ladder. Whatever it was that was messing with them 
seemed to do it less when Steve was involved. She wasn't sure why 
that was — yet — but she was willing to use it to her advantage 
when it meant she wouldn't end up tumbling across the ground like 
that can of paint. 


"TIl do you one better," he said, placing one of his hands across her 
back. She expected him to lift her up and set her onto her feet, but 
found herself swept up against his chest, his other arm hooked under 
her knees. She wrapped her arms around his neck automatically and 


her stomach dropped, but she didn't mind the reason for it this time. 
The fact that he didn't believe them — or at the very least, didn't 
want to believe them — annoyed her, but she still loved him and his 
ridiculous habit of picking her up whenever he got the chance. 


His smile was infectious; she felt herself mirroring it without thought. 
"So?" 


"So, what?" she singsonged, lips stretching into a grin at his annoyed 
look. Totally worth getting a song stuck in her head for the next 
hour. He dug the tip of his finger into the meat of her thigh and 
Nancy yelped, kicking her legs to get away from the tickling. His grip 
didn't falter, but he did stop tickling her, holding his head high with 
a satisfaction that she found annoyingly cute. 


"What were you doing up there?" 


She shrugged, playing with the hair that curled over the back of his 
neck. For a second it seemed like that would be enough to distract 
him. He hummed — and if it sounded a bit like the song she'd just 
gotten stuck in her own head, she wasn't going to say anything — 
before leaning in to kiss her and touching his forehead to hers. They 
stayed like that for a long moment, but before long he straightened 
back up, peering at the top of the bookcase curiously. His shoulders 
went stiff under her arms. A second later her feet thumped against 
the ground as he let her go — he'd caught sight of the camera, then. 


"I thought we decided we weren't going to waste our time on that?" 


Sighing, Nancy shook her head. This was why she wanted to get them 
put up before he got home. "You said it was a waste of time. 
Jonathan and I still want to try it out." 


"But why?" he asked, his voice balancing on the edge of whining and 
annoyed. She pressed her lips together, staring up at him. 


"You know why." They had talked about this already. Multiple times. 
She didn't want to go over it again; not when it wouldn't make any 
difference. Steve was going to say no and she was going to do it 
anyway. 


He pinched the bridge of his nose — she'd been so caught up that she 
hadn't noticed he wasn't wearing his glasses until he brought 
attention to it. She wondered if he'd "forgotten" to take them with 
him while he was out, too. Despite the annoyance thrumming in her 
chest, she hoped he didn't end up with a migraine. "There are no such 
things as ghosts." 


Her momentary distraction was forgotten because apparently they 
were going over it again. Standing up straight — not that it gave her 
any more height to use against him — Nancy pointed her index 
finger up at him. "And there was no such thing as monsters without 
faces, but we were almost killed by one. More than once." 


"That's not the same thing and you —" 
"I finished the rooms upstairs, Nan..cy, oh you're home." 


"Yeah," Steve said, taking a step back and angling himself toward the 
stairs. Jonathan was on the bottom step, hand still around the 
banister as he appeared frozen in place. Steve put his hands on his 
hips and looked at Nancy first, then Jonathan. "I thought we might 
want to see a movie tonight, but I'm guessing you'd rather stay here 
and watch the new paint dry." 


Dropping her hand to cross her arms over her chest, Nancy took a 
deep breath. His frustration was understandable, even if she found 
his lack of support on this equally as frustrating. Jonathan sighed, 
taking the last remaining step down. "You saw." 


"I may be dumb, but I'm not blind." 


"You're not —" Nancy breathed sharply out of her nose. She 
uncrossed her arms, holding clawed hands in front of her and 
imagining strangling his father. Dropping them to her sides, she 
curled her fingers the rest of the way closed. "You're not dumb." 


"Are you sure?" His hair stood up after he ran his hand through it. He 
caught sight of the camera again and scoffed, gesturing at it. "Because 
I feel like an idiot right now." 


"C'mon, Steve," Jonathan started. He reached for Steve, but was 


brought up short when Steve slashed one of his hands through the 
air. 


"Don't 'c'mon, Steve’ me," he said, making air quotes before running 
both of his hands over his face. He scrubbed at his cheeks roughly 
before throwing his arms out. They moved with each word as he 
continued, "Really? Ghosts? Guys, our house is not haunted." 


Nancy caught Jonathan's eye and shook her head helplessly. She 
didn't want to take them back down — they were right about this, she 
knew they were — but was it worth fighting over? When they 
decided to buy the cameras, she figured Steve would be a little 
annoyed. This felt like more than that. Jonathan seemed just as 
surprised as her about Steve's reaction. It wasn't like him to get so 
upset so quickly — not since back when they were in high school. 


"Okay," Jonathan said, putting his hands out in front of him like 
Steve was a spooked animal. It was strange how true that felt; Steve 
was angry but Nancy was starting to wonder if — no, she was pretty 
damn sure that there was something more to it than that. She just 
wished she knew what. 


Steve folded his arms tight across his chest, holding himself away 
from both of them. Still, he didn't say anything as he looked at 
Jonathan like he was waiting for him to go on. 


"Say our house isn't haunted—" 
"It isn't—" 


Jonathan raised his eyebrows and Steve's teeth clacked together as he 
closed his mouth. Nancy winced at the sound. "If it isn't haunted, 
what's the harm in the cameras?" 


Swallowing, Steve stood very still as he seemed to be thinking it over. 
The air felt charged and Nancy wanted to turn around. Check if 
something was happening behind her, or even a room over. The only 
reason she didn't was to try not to distract Steve. Jonathan shifted, 
his shoulders twitching up for a second and she knew he noticed it, 
too. She didn't know how Steve couldn't feel that, but he didn't react. 


"It's weird, okay? What are we supposed to tell people when they 
come over and see a camera in every room?" 


Ah, that explained some of it. Not everything — not his adamance 
that the haunting wasn't real. But at least his vehemence against the 
cameras made more sense now. The air still felt off, but Nancy 
relaxed her shoulders and unballed her fists. Steve didn't try to shrug 
her off when she took a step forward, wrapping both of her hands 
around one of his arms. Taking care to soften her expression, she met 
his eyes. "We've talked about this before, haven't we?" 


The tension in his frame started easing off. His shoulders fell inch by 
inch until he was no longer so curled in on himself and Nancy gave 
him the shade of a smile. He licked his lips, nodding. 


"If they're really going to bother you," Jonathan said, slowly closing 
the distance between them, "we'll take them down and put them 
away. But if it's because..." 


"Because my parents are whack jobs about things being normal and 
perfect?" Steve finished, unfolding his arms and shifting closer. 


Jonathan gave him a pointed look — over Steve's choice of words, 
Nancy assumed — but nodded. "If it's because of that, then maybe 
you could give it a chance? This isn't even in the top five of the 
weirdest things we've done, is it?" 


Hearing Steve laugh loosened something in Nancy's chest. She rested 
her cheek against him, still keeping hold of his arm. He sighed, 
dropping his head to rest against hers. His lips brushed over her hair 
and he stayed there a moment, his breath tickling her scalp. 


"We'll be the ones scrubbing through hours of nothing," she said, 
squeezing his arm. "You don't have to do anything. This can be our 
thing and you can just..." pretend. 


Jonathan paused just beside them, forehead creased with worry. 
Worry that was quickly smoothed away as, without lifting his head 
from hers, she felt Steve turn to look at him. Sometimes it was better 
not to let on that they were concerned. It would only get Steve's back 
up, make him go right back to acting like nothing was wrong. She 


would rather him show that he was upset — even if she didn't 
understand why — than bottle it up. When Jonathan lifted his hand, 
resting it against the nape of his neck, Steve sighed. 


"Fine," he said, low and defeated. Nancy swallowed, letting go of his 
arm to wrap her arms around him. She held him tight against her. It 
was going to be worth all of this when they got proof; when he could 
finally see why they had tried going behind his back. But right now, it 
hurt to hear the resigned tone of his voice. "Do what you want. Just 
don't be surprised when it turns out to be raccoons or something." 


Surprised laughter bubbled up Nancy's throat. "I think we would have 
noticed raccoons in the house." 


"Yeah," Jonathan said, his small smile growing wider across his face. 
Nancy lifted her head from Steve's shoulder; he was starting to smile, 
too. Relief washed through her — they were going to be okay. "There 
would be pawprints from the fresh paint." 


"I don't know, I read somewhere that they're pretty crafty." 


As they argued on, the rest of the tension from their fight gradually 
began to fade away. Steve started leading them out of the room, 
telling them they still had time if they wanted to try and catch a 
movie. Nancy followed, not letting go of him, but glanced back at the 
camera sitting on the bookcase. The red light blinked and blinked 
and blinked as it recorded them leaving. 


She told herself it was the camera pointed at the room that made her 
feel like she was being watched. 
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